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here and there didn't matter all that much anyway.
But Sister Irma Rose had to stay hack in the second grade a
couple of years while we went on. Soon we were playing new games
entirely different from the ever popular "God Really Can't Do Everything," although, in a sense, of the same order. In the fifth grade we
started playing "The Bible is Didactic," and by high school we had
become adept at "Is the Church Relevant?" By my sophomore year we
had finally gotten around to playing "So You Want 1:0 Know about
S-E-X." My senior year we had become so good at playing games that
we started inventing some of our own. Such diversions as "I've Taken
Up Raj a Yoga," and "Guess What? I'm Pregnant!" continued to
amaze and delight our teachers. Yes, those were the days of my
childhood-one
game after another. At that time, believe it or not, I
thought it was funny.
Somehow, though, I managed to grow up in spite of my childhood. At times, if I try very hard, I don't even play games. Even as
I write this, I realize that I have become just as twisted as the worst
of my religion teachers. I am able to realize that, just as they had
approached me, laughing at my ignorance, I am now laughing at the
ignorance of their approach; my weakness is that I am not strong
<enough to prevent myself. By all rights the situation is hilarious,
but I doubt if either myself or Father Sheets will ever laugh about it.
I look back and remember the sparkle in Sister Irma Rose's eyes and
wish she could have taught us that. Of all of us, only Sister Irma
Rose laughed.
And I don't think she even played games. ~

The Killing~·
Mar Miller
The wind caught the red and gold leaves of the trees in the forest
and flung them about, as though to pry them prematurely from
their temporary homes. It was a wild October day, the sun shining
coldly on the earth and white wisps of clouds racing frantically
across the sky.
He wanted to go out and walk through the falling leaves and
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asked if I would like to come, too. When he came by my cabin to
pick me up, though, I realized that it was to be no simple walk, for he
cradled a small rifle in the crook of his arm. I wondered at this. I
knew that he often practiced on such things as wine bottles and beer
cans, blowing them quickly into oblivion, but I felt that we were not
going anywhere that would provide him with such a target.
My depression deepened as he began to cast upward glances into
the thrashing branches. He paused at any tiny flicker of movement
among the limbs and visually searched the entire tree to assure himself that no tiny animal leapt along the bark, for he was squirrel
hunting.
I was shoeked; I had told him many times how I loved animals
and how I had raised wild babies when I found their mothers killed
by a hunter's gun or crushed alongside a road. He knew of my own
special pet squirrel, raised from the day I had found him with one
leg hanging bloody and loose from his body, dragging a broken
arrow behind. I could not imagine his motive for asking me to come,
as he knew how strongly I felt, until I realized that it would have made
no difference whether I was there or not. He would have gone hunting anyway, and the turning of my head would have brought about no
change. I would have been just as guilty as he by ignoring the act,
for then I would be apathetically accepting his actions. I felt it was
neeessary for me to speak to him-to
tell him that I understood the
lesson he wanted to teach me and to once more explain my point of
view. I wanted him to understand that, to me, he was terribly wrong
in what he was about to do.
As I turned to him to show him how I felt, he stiffened,
jerked the gun to his shoulder, and aimed at a furry, red-brown body
high in an old oak nearby. He had a dear view, for the wind had
subsided and was now a gentle breeze lightly coaxing the leaves to
fall. I began to reach for the long, smooth barrel to pull it down when
he squeezed the trigger gently and the forest exploded with the sound
and smell of a rifle shot.
There was a minute, shrill scream of terror as the tiny body fell
to the brightly colored leaves below. I realized that the scream came
from me when he turned and gave me a bitter smile.
"You'll see," he said. "There are so many of those beasts traipsinab throuah
the forest that someone has to cut down on the popula..
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tion. Otherwise, they'll overrun the place and starve to death when
the food runs out. You'll see, I'm right." And he began to walk
toward a grove of maples as the wind rose again.
My eyes were still fixed in horror al: the place where the squirrel
had hit the ground. As he left, I saw the fragile bundle of fur move,
and I ran toward it, hoping he had only been stunned. But no; a
small hole ringed with blood had penetrated his fur close to his heart.
His eyes were focused in terror on mine, and his tiny claws scrabbled
uselessly on the gold and red, his own blood brighter than the red
of the leaves. As I bent to touch him, he tried painfully to pull away
from my hand; and with that last fighting act of fear he died.
"No, I won't see! I don't see," 1 screamed silently at the retreating figure of the man who had just left me. "I won't allow you to
justify what you've done by saying that you are eliminating a
potential cause of over-population.
You cannot even rectify your
actions by saying that what you did caused the animal no pain, for he
has lived to suffer and experience the terror that man has created.
"No, it is you who are blind! You speak of the famine and
disease that will spread when a species of animals becomes too prolific, bu t you forget one major issue; you are a member of the race
that has proceeded to carry out all the deeds you say you are eliminating in the forest. You have allowed man to over-populate the
world. You have not helped in compensating for the growing number
of mouths to feed, and as a result famine has even reached parts
of the great United States of America. By crowding hordes of
humanity together in huge slums, you have provided a breeding
ground for any disease that chooses to annihilate those people. Yalt
are wrong; yOlt are to blame; Y0lt are the evil one."
The wind was once again tearing at the leaves and branches of
the trees, and a steady downpour of dark red leaves fell from the
old oak. Above the roar of the wind 1 heard a rifle shot, then another
and another; and 1 began to run toward the sounds to stop him,
to tell him, to warn him that what he was doing was wrong. Then
I stopped, for I realized that I had no right to scream those truths at
him. I was just as much a member of that corrupt and evil human
race as he. 1 had discovered something that was wrong with my race
and had done nothing to bring an end to the problems. I knew then
that I was more corrupt and evil than he could ever be.
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